254                           SALAMMB6.
" No !" said Salammb6, " no ; I love you ; be comforted I"
Taanach, with a smile like the grimace of an old monkey, recommenced her task. Following the directions of the priest, Salammb6 ordered her slave to make her magnificent. Taanach complied, with a barbaric taste full of elaboration and ingenuity.
Over a first fine wine-coloured tunic she placed a second one, embroidered with birds' plumes. Golden scales were fastened to her hips, from her wide girdle flowed the folds of her blue, silver-starred petticoat-trousers. Then Taanach adjusted an amjrle robe of rare stuff from the land of the Seres, white variegated with green stripes. She attached over Salammbo's shoulders a square of purple, made heavy at the hem with beads of sandastrum; and on the top of all these vestments she arranged a black mantle with a long train. Then she contemplated her, and proud of her work, she could not keep from saying :
" You will not be more beautiful the day of your nuptials!"
" My nuptials !" repeated Salammb6 in a reverie, as she leaned her elbow on the ivory chair.
Taanach held up before her mistress a copper mirror, wide and long enough for her to view herself completely. She stood up, and with a light touch of one finger put back a curl that drooped too low on her forehead. Her hair was powdered with gold, crimped in front.- hanging down her back in long twists, terminating in pearls. Tke light from the candelabra heightened the colour on her cheeks, the gold throughout her garments, and the whiteness of her skin. She wore around her waist, on her arms,